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The Babe of Bethlehem 


“‘A Child is born to us, and a Son is 
given to us; whose government is upon 
His shoulder; and His name shall be 
called the Angel of great counsel”’ 

(Introit: Third Mass of Christmas). 


Ween ETHLEHEM! What tender reflections this name inspires! 
fq Ls, by Like the strains of some sweet harmony it carries our 
souls back to the Judean plains, where simple shepherds 

saw the light of heaven burst through the darkness of 

a winter's night and heard angelic choirs singing the 

rapturous song: “Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace 
to men of good will!” We see in spirit that star of wondrous beauty 
and brightness which led the Magi to the feet of the new-born Savior, 
and with them we enter the lowly grotto where Mary and Joseph 
keep adoring vigil beside a tiny Babe lying on the straw of a manger. 
Two thousand years have come and gone, swiftly flying on their 
journey to eternity, since that first Christmas night when the Word-made- 
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Flesh appeared among men. Yet the ancient city lives on, immortal in 
the hearts of men because of Him whose Name is inseparably linked 
with its own. Once it refused Him a lodging, because it knew not 
the hospitality which sees the image of the Divine shining through 
the garb of human poverty. But now it hallows every spot which 
tradition points out as having been sanctified by the presence of 
the Heavenly Babe. 

On the traditional site of the birthplace of our Lord stands a 
church, “Our Lady of the Nativity,” which, apart from additions and 
modifications made by Justinian in the sixth century, is substantially 
the work of St. Helena and of her son, Constantine the Great (about 
330). Beneath this ancient and venerable monument of Christianity 
is the Grotto of the Nativity, a favorite resort of pilgrims throughout 
the centuries. A silver star in the pavement marks the spot where 
the manger is said to have stood, and the inscription thereon reads: 
“Hic de Virgine Maria Jesus Christus natus est — Here Jesus Christ 
was born of the Virgin Mary.” The manger itself has been trans- 
ferred to the Church of St. Mary Major in Rome, where it is an object 
of tender veneration among the countless pilgrims visiting the Holy 
City. In the grotto at Bethlehem, a charming lifelike image of the 
Divine Babe resting in a straw-strewn crib inspires pilgrims with 
vivid recollections of the true Babe of Bethlehem who sanctified this 
place by His holy presence. As they gaze on the sweet image, must 
not a nameless joy well up in their hearts, urging them to give 
fervent thanks to the Heavenly Father for His wondrous Gift to men! 


A Prodigy of Love 


We may never have the privilege of visiting the grotto at Beth- 
lehem and venerating the sacred birthplace of Lord, but we do have 
the privilege, far more sublime, of visiting the Divine Babe Himself, 
living and true, as He daily renews the mysteries of His Incarnation 
and Nativity in the holy Sacrifice of the Mass. The message which 
the angels brought to the shepherds on Christmas night is addressed 
also to us. We, too, are invited to render our loving homage to 
our new-born Savior, not in the manger, but in His Eucharistic crib. 
Like the shepherds, we should obey the summons with ardor and 
diligence, and with holy joy hasten to offer to our Redeemer the 
just homages of adoration, praise, thanksgiving and love. As the 
shepherds discovered under the veils of His infant body the infinite 
majesty of God, so do we, beholding that same Body in the small 
white Host, which veils in still deeper mystery the glory of God, 
discover a prodigy of omnipotence to excite our praise, and a 
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prodigy of love to enkindle in our souls an ardent love of God. 

Love is the tribute which God asks of us in a particular manner 
in the mysteries of the Incarnation and the Holy Eucharist. Surely 
we are bound to love Him in gratitude for the benefits of these 
adorable mysteries, in which He 
gives Himself to us in order to 
rescue us from extreme miseries 
and to bestow upon us the most 
incomprehensible graces and 
favors! Can we contemplate this 
Divine Infant or call to mind the 
adorable mystery of the Holy 
Eucharist without melting in love? 
St. Bernard exclaims: “God on 
the throne of His majesty and 
greatness commands our fear and 
our homage, but in His littleness, 
especially our love. 

If this love were kindled in our 
breast, nothing would be sweeter 
to us than to abide in spirit at 
the feet of Jesus, contemplating 
the excess of Divine love which 


As the infinite majesty of God was veiled = brought Him down from heaven 
under the Infant form of Christ, : a P 
so is it veiled but none the less truly present and makes Him a prisoner in the 


under the Veils of the Eucharist. Holy Eucharist. 


Lessons Taught by the Babe in the Manger 


Placing ourselves in spirit beside the manger, let us learn from 
our new-born King the lessons He would teach us in His Nativity, 
and offer to Him at the same time our earnest supplication to 
grant us all those gifts and graces: which He came to bestow upon us. 

Beholding our God, poor, humbled, suffering, can we any 
longer entertain thoughts of sensuality, ambition, pride? How we 
ought to salute and adore those tiny sacred hands, weak and help- 
less in the manger, but which move the heavens and govern and 
uphold the universe! Those Divine feet, trembling with cold, which 
will undergo so many fatigues and finally be bored on the Cross 
for us! That Blood which purples His little veins and dyes His 
blessed cheeks, but which is the price of our Redemption and will 
one day be poured out for us upon the Cross! That sweet counte- 
nance, the joy of angels, uplifted to the Heavenly Father to plead 
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for us! Those loving eyes, bathed in tears, tears of pity for us 
who have gone so far astray. Oh, let us offer these tears to the 
Heavenly Father, that He may show us mercy and that they may 
wash and cleanse our souls. 

Let us learn humility from the lowliness in which our Savior 
appears, and from the humility of His Sacred Heart. Let us learn 
meekness by~beholding the sweetness: and patience with which this 
God-man receives all injuries from men and from the elements. 
Let us learn resignation from His silent endurance of cold, pri- 
vations, wrongs and whatever is sent Him. Let us learn obedience 
from the most perfect submission of our blessed Savior to the will 
of His Heavenly Father, offering Himself without reserve from 
His birth even to the death of the Cross. Let us learn charity 
from the ardor of His Divine love. Let us learn a contempt of 
the world and its perishable goods, from the extreme poverty which 
He made His voluntary choice. Let the poor place themselves near 
the Infant Christ, and, learning from Him the happiness of their 
condition, study how to use it for their sanctification. Let the rich 
look upon their possessions as a burden hard to bear well, and 
labor to sanctify them by a good use, imitating Christ our model 
in a perfect spirit of disengagement. 

Have we not hitherto been idolaters of ourselves by pride, 
idolaters of the world by vanity and avarice, and idolaters of our 
flesh by living enslaved to our senses? These idols we renounced 
at baptism, and again when we made our First Holy Communion, 
yet we have often and perhaps grievously violated these promises. 
Unless we now sincerely renew them and banish these idols from 
our affections, Jesus can never be spiritually born in our souls. 
He is meek and the King of peace, the lover of purity and of 
chaste affections, and the avowed enemy of every spirit of pride, 
hatred and revenge. We must earnestly invite and entreat Him, 
who ardently desires to be born in our hearts, that He prepare 
our souls to receive Him by His graces, that He cleanse them by 
His mercy, and, inspiring us with sincere compunction, that He 
banish every inordinate passion, fill us with His holy spirit, and 
by it reign in all our affections, thoughts and actions: that by His 
nativity He may become all ours, and we may be altogether His.. 


+ © 


Send for our delightful Christmas booklet: Little Devotions to 
the Infant Jesus. 5¢ per copy, excluding postage. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 











“Silent Night’’ 


By Rev. Jos. Ferner, D.D., Salzburg, Austria 





Silent night! Holy night! Silent night! Holy night! 

Bethlehem sleeps, yet what light Shepherds first see the light, 
Streams around the holy Pair, Glories stream from heaven afar, 
Holy Infant, so tender and fair, Heavenly hosts sing, Alleluia, 

Sleep in heavenly peace, Christ the Savior is born, 

Sleep in heavenly peace. Christ the Savior is born. 


Silent night! Holy night! 
Son of God, love's pure light, 
Radiant beams from Thy holy face 
With the dawn of redeeming grace, 
Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth, 
Jesus, Lord, at Thy birth. 


To Whom We Owe This Lovely Carol 


S0W often have the melodious strains of a Christmas 
carol awakened faith long dormant in a wayward soul! 
mee pa How often have they caused tears of sweetest joy to 
Fe ed well up from faithful, loving hearts! How often have 
the pathetic Christmas carols touched a long forgotten 
chord in the human heart, recalling childhood peace and childhood 
innocence! 
Among the most beautiful and most joyful of Christmas carols 
today, both in the United States and in Europe, is undoubtedly 
“Silent Night.” It has thrilled the hearts of nobles in gorgeous 
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cathedrals; it has fanned the flame of fervor in many a cloistered 
soul; and it has “been like a consoling balm to countless crushed 
and bleeding hearts. 

“Habent sua fata libelli — Books have their destiny,” is the 
saying. Not only books, but songs also, we might add. A proof 
of this is the beautiful Christmas carol, “Silent Night, Holy Night.” 
For the text of this song we are indebted to a simple Catholic 
priest, Joseph Mohr, who was born on December 11, 1792, in 
Salzburg, the beautiful city of Mozart, (Salzburg,) of pious, unas- 
suming parents. As a child he was sent to the so-called “Chapel- 
house,” where boys were trained to sing for the cathedral choir. 
Later he pursued his studies at the college of the Benedictines in 
Salzburg and completed his theological studies at the same place. 
On August 21, 1815, he was ordained to the holy priesthood. 

As young assistant he first went to Ramsau near Berchtesgaden; 
later, to Mariapfarr in Lungau. The rough climate did not agree 
with him, so an easier position was assigned him at Oberndorf on 
the Salzach, a large market place. This obscure village is the cradle 
of the inspiring Christmas hymn. Father Mohr was stationed at 
several other places after that, until finally at Wagrain in Pongau 
he laid aside his pilgrim’s staff forever. Here he died on December 
4, 1848. Is it not by the sweet dispensation of a loving Providence 
that the author of this beautiful Christmas carol was born and 
died in the month of Christmas? His mortal remains rest in the 
cemetery of Wagrain, but no special monument marks his grave. 

Not less lowly and simple than the author of this song was 
the composer of its music, Francis Xavier Gruber. He was the son 
of a weaver in Unterweizberg at Hochburg. Till 1876 this province 
belonged to Bavaria; after that, to Austria. Little Francis was born 
on November 25, 1787, the third child of Joseph Gruber, a linen 
weaver. Very early the boy showed an extraordinary love for music. 
His father, however, wished him to become a weaver, and would 
not consent to a musical training. Accordingly, Francis was obliged 
to sit in the weaver’s chair during the day, but in the evening he 
secretly visited the teacher of the parish school, who instructed him 
in music, especially in playing the organ. His diligence is proved 
by the fact that as- he had no instrument at home, he drove wooden 
pegs into the wall of his room and practiced technique on them. 

After Francis had made some progress in playing, it happened 
that the organist fell ill. Apparently there was no one who could 
take his place at the organ that Sunday. But suddenly the twelve- 
year-old Francis Gruber got up on the bench and played the organ 
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remarkably well, to the utter astonishment of his father, and re- 
ceived unstinted praise. As a result, his father consented for Francis 
to continue receiving instructions in music, and was finally also 
induced to let his son choose the career of a teacher after he had 
attained the age of eighteen. 

As such, Francis went to Arnsdorf in 1807, a small place of 
pilgrimage a distance of five hours from Salzburg on the descent 
from the Salzach. There he received the position of sacristan and 
organist, but as Holy Mass was seldom offered there, it was possible 
for him to serve as organist at Oberndorf also. 

In 1825 he suffered the loss of his first wife. He married a second 
time, and by this marriage had twelve children. When their mother 
died in 1840, Gruber, in order to give his little ones a mother’s care, 
married a third time. In the meantime, in 1829, he had left Arnsdorf 
to fill a like position at Berndorf. In 1833 he gave up his position 
as teacher and accepted that of parish choir-director at Hallein, the 
second largest city in the once royal domain of Salzburg, three hours 
distant from the principal city, Salzburg. Here he died, after a: pro- 
longed and painful illness, on June 7, 1863. In the cemetery at 
Hallein his tombstone can still be seen, bearing the inscription: — 

“Whate’er he revered in song, perceived in the realm of sound 
He now beholds in its source: the true and beautiful.” 
Another memorial was erected in his honor at the schoolhouse in 

Arnsdorf. 
Origin of “Silent Night” 

But how did the song originate? It was stated previously that 
Rev. Father Mohr was transferred, in 1807, to Oberndorf, a town 
near the Bavarian boundary. Father Mohr and Mr. Gruber were soon 
the best of friends; to the joy of the people, priest and teacher 
worked faithfully, hand in hand. On December 24, 1818, Father 
Mohr came to Mr. Gruber with the text of the song, begging him to 
set it to music. This the gifted organist did that very evening, and 
at the celebration of Holy Mass at midnight the melody floated for 
the first time round the crib of the Christ Child. It was received 
with great applause, but neither the humble priest nor the simple 
organist had the slightest idea that their names would traverse the 
whole world on the wings of fame. 

As simple and unassuming as was the origin of this song, so 
confused was its later history. Most everything about it was con- 
tested in the course of time. Some assailed the text, others condemned 
the melody altogether, and finally the authorship of the song was 
disputed. A long contest ensued, which was carried on partly 
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in periodicals and partly in the local papers of Salzburg. 

With regard to text and melody, the critics entirely overlooked 
the unusual circumstances which led to the composition of this song. 
The organ at Oberndorf was out of order. But as Father Mohr knew 
that the good Tyrolese would never be satisfied without singing during 
the Midnight Mass on Christmas Eve, he happily conceived the idea 
of composing a simple song which could be set to guitar accompani- 
ment. Accordingly the song was presented with guitar accompaniment 
at Oberndorf that Christmas night. 

Contention as to the authorship arose principally from the fact 
that both author and composer were too modest to set any value on 
their production. Karl Mauracher, an organ-builder of Fuegen in 
Zillertal, was called to repair the organ at Oberndorf. He took a copy 
of the song back with him to Zillertal, and from there it was first 
sung by the four Strasser sisters in Leipzig. From that time forward, 
all the world proclaimed it as “The Folksong from Zillertal.” Author 
and composer, however, were never mentioned. At first the song was 
received only by ear, and consequently variations originated. The 
greatest mistake, however, was that the soprano key of the original 
was transferred to the violin key. And thus it wandered from land 
to land. 

When finally inquiry was made as to the authors, all shook their 
heads, and no less than the great musical composers, Beethoven, Haydn 
and Casper Aiblinger (1779 — 1867), director of the royal orchestra 
of Munich, were mentioned. Finally the controversy reached the ears 
of the direct descendants of Francis Gruber, and they were able to 
establish the identity of the authors by means of existing copies and 
indisputable witnesses. 

Francis Xavier Gruber, a grandson of the composer, as theologian, 
took great pains and succeeded in confirming the authorship of his 
grandfather. He died as cathedral choirmaster in Salzburg in 1926. 
His brother Felix Gruber, a concert singer, and his aged mother, who 
is a daughter-in-law of the composer, still live in Salzburg. Steps 
are now being taken to correct the errors in the melody in the various 
hymnals, but naturally this will be a protracted undertaking. 

The church in which this song was first sung no longer exists. 
The market place of Oberndorf, on account of repeated inundations, 
has been removed to another spot and the old parish church has been 
torn down. The first parish house, in which Father Mohr once lived, 
still stands,. but is used for other purposes, and nothing remains to 
remind one of the author of “Silent Night.” 

However, Father Mcir and Francis Gruber have received a 
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Memorial to Rev. Mohr and Francis Xavier Gruber, in Oberndorf 


memorial in common in the new church, designed by the gifted sculptor, 
Joseph Muelbacher, parish priest in Zell near Kufstein in Tyrol. He 
represents Father Mohr gazing enraptured at the stars, in an attitude 
of listening, as if captivated by a wonderful melody. The figure of 
Gruber with a guitar is visible in the background. It is a meaningful 
representation of the two men who have given to the world the 
beautiful words and melody of “Silent Night.” The cornerstone for 
a memorial chapel has been laid in the neighborhood of the old parish 
church. The building, however, has been delayed on account of lack 


of funds. 
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It may interest the readers to know that the writer of these lines 
spent his first school year in the schoolhouse at Arnsdorf where the 
melody was produced, and in 1897 offered his First Holy Mass in 
the old parish church at Oberndorf where “Silent Night” was sung 
for the first time. Assisting in the choir at this celebration was his 
fellow-student, Francis Xavier Gruber, grandson of the composer. 





His Most Beautiful Crib 


HE little village of St. Jacob, high up in the Dolomites, 

lay deeply embedded in Advent snow. Muffied in white 
stood the Tyrolese houses, the bright eyes of the win- 
dows just peeping through. There sat the master car- 
ver, Johannes, in his roomy workshop, which reflected 
the mysterious snow-light from the mountains, critic- 
ally eyeing an almost finished piece of carving. From all sides 
he examined this figure in pine wood. Then taking up his tools 
again, he lost himself in his work, forgetting time and place in his 
deep absorption. At length he laid aside his knife and chisel, ex- 
amined the figure once more, shook his head disapprovingly and 
ran his fingers through his long thick hair. A look of pain and 
discouragement cut itself into his hardy features, without, however, 
destroying the quiet kindliness and childlike sweetness of his 
expression. 

The master carver sighed deeply, holding his work at arm’s 
length before him. That was supposed to be the Mother of God — 
the Heavenly Lady! No, it was not she! “An earthly figure — 
nothing more!”’ sighed Johannes in despair. “I won’t be able to 
do it this time!’’ He sprang from his stool, ran to the window 
and opened it. A gust of snow danced in, whirled around his 
hair and beard, and cooled his hot face. How refreshing it was! 
But the joyous snow-dancers whirled boldly into the middle of the 
room; yes, even into the corner where a company of finished and 
unfinished statues stood. The master carver bolted the window again. 
He could not expose his favorites to such harsh treatment! 

Then he sat on the edge of his work table, absentmindedly 
pulling at his silky beard. He looked out into the wintry glories 
of the mountain world, and yet saw them not. It has ceased to 
snow. A bluish light began to envelop the crags and passes and 
to wrap the village of St. Jacob in the enchantment of fairyland. 
Mt. Langkofel and Mt. Schlern stood in snowy transfiguration; the 
Alpine peaks sparkled and glittered as if covered with myriad dia- 
monds. The light grew softer — softer; suddenly it was dark 
blue evening in the Tyrol. In St. Jacob the lights were gleaming. 
Heavily laden, Katherine, the carrier, climbed up the steep saddle 
path. As though coming from another world, the dark form of the 
little old woman stood out against the evening blue. 
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The master carver saw nothing of all this. He still sat on 
the edge of his work table and thought and thought —till he thought 
himself into despair of his task. A crib, a large Christmas crib, 
was to be carved for the ancient Cathedral of Coblenz, the city 
far away on the Rhine. This would not be his first great crib. 
Oh, no! He had carved many beautiful, artistic, devotional cribs, 
large and small; but this one was to be something very special, 
something quite holy. A couple of shepherds, some peaceful sheep, 
the ox and the ass were ‘almost completed; they stood in the corner 
awaiting the finishing touch. But even with the shepherds the 
master carver was not quite satisfied, and now that he attempted 
to carve the central figures, neither carriage nor gesture nor ex- 
pression was successful. 

“T haven’t the right picture in my soul; there’s no life—no 
holiness; that’s what is the matter. I am not humble enough, not 
pious enough,”’ said the master carver to himself, and he took his 
work and placed it in the corner with the other unfinished figures. 
Now he knew that the crib for the Cathedral in Coblenz would 
not be finished that Christmas. 


The Lure of Midnight Mass in the Mountains 


The people of St. Jacob have a difficult descent to the church 
in St. Ulrich; a narrow saddle path is the only passage way that 
leads down to the valley below. But what matters that to the 
mountain-folk? When Christmas comes, no matter how bad the 
way may be, all but the sick and aged go down for the Midnight 
Mass at St. Ulrich’s. 

That Christmas night, as in every previous year, the master 
carver was one of the first to follow the saddle path with his old 
Welsh lantern. He arrived in sufficient time to help the sacristan 
light the many candles and to do other services in preparation for 
the Holy Sacrifice. Then he knelt with an humble and contrite 
heart in the confessional, and later at the altar rail to receive 
the new-born Savior in the Sacred Host. His place was next to 
the dear, time-hallowed crib. Upright he knelt there in the brown 
pew, his sharp profile bent slightly forward, and through his rugged 
soul passed the vision of the great mystery of the Holy Night. He 
loved this old Tyrolese crib; secretly he was greatly attached to this 
St. Joseph and to those shepherds who looked as if they might have 
been brothers of the men of St. Jacob. He loved this simple Mother 
of God and the sturdy little Infant Jesus, although they bore no 
resemblance to the two he was carving for his Cathedral crib. 

Master Johannes loved, too, the delicious, resinous odor of the 
great pines which stood on guard around the crib. He loved the gold- 
sparkling lights and the smell of the many yellow wax candles which 
brought back memories of the honey breath of summer mountain 
flowers. He drank in the heavy smell of the woods in the damp moss. 
He delighted in the carols which they sang every Christmas night with 
full hearts and clear voices to the little Infant in the manger. Then, 
indeed, the childlike soul of the master carver felt itself near to God... 
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During this holy Night the pious master laid before the little Child 
in the crib his great intention — his own dearly loved crib that would 


not progress. 
An Alpine Storm 


Soon the church was empty. The lights were extinguished and but 
one small light remained, the little red one before the high altar. 
Johannes was now quite alone in the little church, redolent of the last 
incense, of the odor of candles and pines, and of the Mystery Divine. 

As he left the church, the houses lay in darkness again and all 
the church-goers from St. Jacob were far on their homeward way. He 
was glad of it. He preferred to be alone. He lit his monstrous old 
lantern, wrapped himself tightly in his cloak and began the ascent. 
The night had grown even darker; the moon, which should have been 
there, according to the calendar, was not visible, and Johannes was 
glad that he had brought his lantern. It was snowing. The snowflakes 
danced merrily in the glimmer of the lantern. He liked that. But 
when he was about half way the flakes began to fall so thick and fast 
that the good old lantern with its dim light could not shine through 
the gloom. And he did not like that! 

“What will happen?’’ the master carver asked himself, as he 
pushed onward with all his strength. Oh, how sharply the north wind 
blew from the crags, as if all the bad spirits bound in the Alps had 
broken loose! 

It was one of those fatal snow-storms that so suddenly come and 
go in the Dolomites. Such a fierce gale fell upon Johannes with a 
cruel tumult of ice and snow and with such fury that it hurled him 
down the steep mountainside like a feather and almost robbed him of 
his senses. Yet the master carver was a strong, well-built man. The 
poor old lantern went out, — disappeared. Half buried in the snow lay 
the man who had carried it. He tried to rise in order to reach the 
saddle path, for to stay there meant to be buried in the snow. He 
struggled and struggled again. But the howling storm-tyrant was 
stronger, a thousand times stronger, than he. In vain were his efforts. 
At length, however, the tyrant seemed to grow weary. His howling 
and tossing and raging grew quieter — quieter — then very quiet. 
The dance of fury was over. The snowflakes came down softly, very 
softly, and only in the pine tops below the wind rustled a little. 

But where was Johannes? He was in a hollow rather far below 
and thanked God that he had not lost his life in the storm. With all 
his strength he worked himself out of the snow and stones and began 
to search for the saddle path. But that was a hard undertaking in 
snow and darkness. Would not the merciful moon soon come through? 
But no, it did not come. The master carver felt at last that he was 
at the end of his endurance — and that he had lost his way. He, who 
knew every tree around, every trunk and stone, every crag, knew 
not now which way to turn. 

Tired to death, he sank down into the soft pillow of snow which 
had formed around a heap of stones, — just to rest a little, he thought. 
How good that was! Suddenly Johannes did not feel tired any more; 
only sleepy. A comforting warmth spread about him. Where did it 
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come from, this wonderful feeling of comfort? Then it began to grow 
bright... not very bright, just pleasant, dimly bright, and then he 
suddenly knew where the warmth was coming from: he was in a 
warm stable. There were the dear animals, the ox, the ass and the 
white woolly sheep. He felt the warmth of their breath and smelt the 
hay and straw. The great brown ox lay there, mooing contentedly, 
and a little white lamb began to bleat softly. Was it not the stable 
of Bethlehem? Of course! There was St. Joseph standing by the 
manger with an old lantern that looked just like his own lantern. A 
glorious light came from heaven and fell on the crib in which lay the 
Love of God, incarnate, come to earth in poverty and the adorable 
sweetness of a child. 

The master carver’s heart melted with joy. Yes, there knelt Mary, 
too, the Mother, the Heavenly Queen... Oh! that was she, so humble, 
so devoted in service and yet so regal! That was she, just as he had 
wanted to carve her and could not! And see, the shepherds came 
too, the simple, believing shepherds! O glorious Holy Night! 

A deep sigh arose from the soul of the master carver. He wanted 
to throw himself upon his knees... 

As at last the moon rose over the Dolomites after the storm and 
darkness of night, late home-comers found Johannes almost buried in 
the snow. He lay but a few steps from the saddle path... 


His Ideal Realized 


When the master carver at length arose from a long illness, he 
carved the most beautiful crib of his life— the crib of St. Castor’s 
in Coblenz, the city on the Mosel and the Rhine. 





A Memorable Christmas Night 


aN T was the night before Christmas, and oh, what a wonder- 
fem, ful night it was! Without, the silent, silvery snow fell 
thick and fast, as if the pearly gates of heaven had been 
thrown open to cover the sleeping earth with a mantle 
of purest white to receive the new-born Son of God. 
In vain the street lights tried to pierce the dense wall of falling 
crystals, succeeding only in spreading a hazy yellow glow upon 
the pavement. 

Occasionally through the still silent air there floated merry 
laughter as some friend, imbued with the spirit of the new-born 
Babe, greeted an acquaintance with “A Merry Christmas,” and hur- 
ried on with happy, fluttering heart. All was joy and laughter now; 
sorrows and hard feelings were forgotten, and friends long parted 
became reconciled. Voices unused to laughter and hearts long in 














256 TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


the cruel grasp of sorrow and despair, joined, one and all, in the 
spirit of love and well-wishing. 

It was rapidly nearing midnight, and jovial, warmly clad 
groups hurried on their way through the falling snow to join in 
the praises of Midnight Mass. Ruddy cheeks glowed and eyes 
sparkled, as thoughts of the sacred mystery which they were com- 
memorating passed through the minds of the older folks, while 
children, covered with the fresh white snow, scampered for joy at 
the thought of the gleaming trees and brightly painted gifts they 
had left at home. 


The Outcast 


Yet one figure there was that was sad and lonely. What 
meant Christmas to him but cold and suffering? The snow that 
brought such happy feelings to others covered his thin and thread- 
bare clothes, sending a chill through his body and a feeling of 
despair into his soul. What meant the warm, brilliantly lighted 
rooms to him, who must spend the night in darkness and cold, or 
the merry greetings that fell as mockery upon his biting cold ears? 
He had no home but the great outdoors, no bed but a heap of 
hay and rags, no friends to keep him company. 

Not knowing whither to turn for a night’s lodging, he curious- 
ly followed the procession of men and women, boys and girls, 
that hurried past him. It did not occur to him where they might 
be going; his only thought was that something unusual must be 
transpiring somewhere. Perhaps he would find some comfort, or 
at least distraction from his heavy gloom, where this merry crowd 
would assemble. Suddenly the deep tones of a church bell rang 
out through the clear, wintry air. Ah, yes—he paused a moment 
to reflect— it was calling the faithful to the Midnight Mass, to 
the praise and adoration of the new-born Savior. A ghastly pic- 
ture of his whole life rose like a terrifying vision before him. 

An abrupt turn of the street brought him sooner than he ex- 
pected before a festively lit-up church, into which humanity streamed 
from all directions. Should he follow the eager crowd in? He 
had almost forgotten the appearance of the interior of a church. 
But the cold that was nipping his nose and cheeks put a sudden 
stop to his hesitation. He stole into the church, furtively glancing 
.about and feeling very much like an intruder amid all the splen- 
dor that revealed itself before him. He gazed in wonder at the 
altar with its numberless white candles, spreading their soft glow 
over the rich expanse of the sanctuary and seeming like sparkling 
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gems through the tears that filled his eyes. At the priest who in 
costly vestments offered up the holy Sacrifice of the Mass, he gazed 
with eyes burning with wonder. 

There to the left of the glowing altar was the indispensable 
Christmas crib with its multicolored lights and aromatic pine trees. 
In a manger of rough wood, covered with straw and white linens, 
lay the Infant, the Savior of the world, in the company of an ox 
and an ass, while round about in simple adoration knelt the shep- 
herds summoned from the neighboring hills. 


Back to the Fold 


What a feeling of joy filled the cold, grief-stricken heart of the 
vagabond as he gazed in awe on the never-to-be-forgotten sight 
before him, a sight that recalled so many touching reminiscences 
of his boyhood days. Overcome with wonder, the “tramp,” for so 
the people called him, forgot that he was a scarecrow among silks 
and satins, an outcast among the faithful, and remembered only 
that he knelt before his God. 

He had once been an altar-boy and the promising hope of a 
mother’s now broken heart. False hopes and imaginings had led 
him to the enticing pleasures of the city. Bad company and late 
hours had done their work, and now he was what he had never 
dreamed of becoming — an outcast in the streets of a large and 
busy city. 

Overcome with love and tender longings for the days long 
gone by, the “tramp” wiped away the bitter tears of grief and 
repentance that filled his aching eyes. “Oh, that I could now 
worthily approach the Communion railing! Oh, that I were worthy 
to receive Thee, dear Lord, into this wretched soul of mine! Come 
to me in spirit, if not in body!” he fervently prayed, as he be- 
held the happy people returning to their places to thank the Lord 
for the great blessing just bestowed upon them. 

All too soon the Midnight Mass was over, and the “outcast,” 
no longer a wanderer upon the streets, but a firm repentant young 
man, left the church, not as he had entered it, no longer fearing the 
bitter cold, for his heart was throbbing with love and adoration of 
his God—the God who upon that memorable night so long ago 
was born in a deserted stable to bring: “Peace on earth to men of 
good will.” 
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Address at the Dedication of the Perpetual 
Adoration Church, Mundelein, Illinois 


Delivered by Rt. Rev. Msgr. Gerald 
J. Kealy, D.D., Rector of St. Mary of the 
Lake Seminary, Mundelein, Illinois. 





“T am the living Bread that came down from heaven. If any 
man eat of this Bread he shall live forever; and the Bread that 
I will give is My Flesh for the life of the world’’ (John vi. 51, 52). 


aN the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the 
Holy Ghost. Amen. May it please Your Eminence, 
Your Excellencies, Most Reverend Bishops, Right Rever- 
end Abbots, Right Reverend and Very Reverend Mon- 
signori, Reverend Fathers, Venerable Sisters and dearly 
beloved of the laity: — 

Six years ago the world was thrilled by the events of the 
Eucharistic Congress celebrated in Chicago and on these Seminary 
grounds. For several days these events held the interest of all 
peoples. For many they possessed merely the value of news; others 
they attracted because of the splendid pomp and pageantry that 
accompanied them. For the vast majority, however, these events 
provided the opportunity to attest their faith in and to render their 
homage to their Eucharistic God and King. 

Today we are gathered together to participate in the dedication 
of a perpetual and glorious memorial of those events of blessed 
memory. These seminary grounds, sanctified six years ago by the 
presence of our Eucharistic God as in glorious triumph He passed 
among a million people of every rank and clime, are forever sanc- 
tified by the erection and dedication of this citadel and fortress of 
His adorable Presence, this throne and court of His earthly dwelling- 
place. 

Assembled in this house of God where the living presence of Christ 
in the sacrament of His love shall forever remain exposed upon this 
throne and altar, it is proper that our thoughts this day dwell upon 
the meaning of the Blessed Eucharist in the lives of men. In order, 
however, to understand its meaning, certain related and fundamental 
truths of our faith must be placed in clear perspective. 

All creation must worship God because He is absolutely supreme 
and infinite, the universal principle of creation and the last end of 
all things. All things are subordinated to Him; all things subject 
to Him; all things dependent upon Him. All must praise Him. By 
inanimate creation, this worship and praise of God, this tribute of 
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homage, is rendered faultlessly and without pause, but it is paid 
of necessity without knowledge or choice or alternative. “All the 
earth shall worship Thee and shall sing unto Thee” (Ps. 65.4). “The 
heavens show forth the glory of God and the firmament declareth 
the work of His hands” (Ps. 18. 1). Man, the head of all creation, 
must likewise adore and praise and worship God. Not blindly as the 
irrational creature but freely and deliberately by the use of his 
intelligence and will, he must recognize the sovereign excellence of 
God and his entire dependence upon Him. 

This recognition, the fulfillment of this worship, we call the 
virtue of religion. To worship God, to adore Him and to praise Him 
is to take one’s place in a mighty choir, to add one’s voice to a 
chant which has mounted up to Him since the beginning when the 
morning stars sang together unto God. Reason alone would dic- 
tate this form of worship, but faith adds something more. God 
decrees to call creatures to share His Divine life, by lifting them 
above their nature. Realized in Adam from the dawn of creation, 
then crossed by the sin of the first of human kind, this decree 
of love is to be restored by a marvelous invention of justice and 
mercy, of wisdom and goodness. The Son of God unites Himself 
in time to a human nature. The Divine life, communicated to this 
humanity, makes it the very humanity of the Son of God. But the 
Son of God becomes man in order to become the first-born of all 
who shall receive Him after having been redeemed by Him. By 
His incarnation He is constituted the head of all on whom, by His 
redeeming work, He will bestow the grace of Divine life. In lumi- 
nous terms the great Apostle of the Gentiles outlines the Divine plan 
of our supernatural adoption: — 

“He chose us in Him before the foundation of the world, that 
we should be holy and unspotted in His sight in charity. Who hath 
predestinated us unto the adoption of children through Jesus Christ 
unto Himself: according to the purpose of His will: Unto the 
praise and glory of His grace, in which He hath graced us in His 
beloved Son. In whom we have redemption through His Blood, the 
remission of sins according to the riches of His grace... that He 
might make known to us the mystery of His will... in the dispensa- 
tion of the fulness of times, to re-establish all things in Christ, that 
are in heaven and on earth” (Ephes. i. 5-10). 

In these words St. Paul makes known to us the mystery hid from 
eternity in God. God has decreed from all eternity to raise us above 
what is natural and conformable to our nature. From all eternity 
He has decreed that we should share in His own Divine nature, that 
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we should live a supernatural life, as His adopted sons. How is this 
stupendous and unmerited mercy to be accomplished? His Divine 
Son assumes human nature. By the incarnation of the Son of God. 
the Divine Sonship which is in Christ by nature is to be extended to 
us by Divine grace. “God sent His Son that we might receive the 
adoption of sons.” Christ by His redeeming work becomes the cause 
of all grace. It is from Him and by Him that grace and Divine life 
come to us and enter into our souls. 

What is grace? What is life? Life in the natural sense is a 
principle of operation and self-activity. Grace is the principle of our 
supernatural life, an interior quality of the soul and a participated 
likeness to the Divine Nature. It is the source of actions, supernatural 
in nature, meritorious in effect and productive of holiness. Christ by 
His incarnation not only redeemed the human race but in that redemp- 
tion merited for mankind that ineffable gift, the gift of Divine grace, 
the principle of our life in God. In this lies the surpassing grandeur 
and beauty of Christ’s mission. And in order that His mission might 
continue upon earth, He established here a living organism, the con- 
tinuance of His redemptive and sanctifying mission among men. To 
His Church He entrusted His truths and His grace. To.His Church 
He confided the custody of His teaching, to His Church He confided 
His sacraments, the channels of life and holiness. 

Let me direct your attention, my dear friends, to one further 
principle in order that we may have a right understanding of the 
place that the Blessed Eucharist must have in our lives. The Divine 
life that I have spoken of comes into our souls through faith in Christ 
and through the sacrament of baptism. “This is eternal life: That 
they may know Thee, the only true God and Jesus Christ whom Thou 
hast sent” (John xvii. 3). “He that believeth and is baptized shall 
be saved” (Mark xvi. 16). In these words of our Divine Lord, 
we clearly understand that the sacrament of baptism is as it wer? 
a spiritual birth by which the life of grace is conferred upon us. 
It is through this sacrament that we become princes of the royal 
blood, ennobled by the very life of Christ. 


To be concluded. 





Pittsburgh: “I am happy to write you the good news that my 
Aunt in... receivéd the Sacraments last Saturday morning after having 
been away from the Church for forty years. You will remember our 
little conversation last Thursday evening in the vestibule of the 
Church... and you promised to pray. Mother and I are very firm 
believers in prayer, and we just felt if we could get to Mundelein to 
place our plea before our Eucharistic God, all would be well.” 
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A Joy for Hundreds of Thousands 


HAT the joy over the completion of the Perpetual 
Adoration Church at Mundelein, Illinois, is not con- 
fined to the Benedictine Sisters, is more forcibly 
impressed upon us day by day. The joy of the thou- 
sands and thousands of our friends who made the 

shrine possible is not less, as may be judged by letters from 

numerous friends. They, too, watched with interest the growth 
of the new Eucharistic Throne established at Mundelein, and 
supported it by their donations and their prayers. Some were 
so interested, though circumstances prevented their actual parti- 
cipation in the services, that they noticed the weather, assisted 
in spirit at the various services, and knelt for the first solemn 

Benediction. 

With touching enthusiasm, one friend writes: “I had the honor 
of being at the Dedication service. The Chapel is most beautiful, and 

I must say I never had a better day in my life. All praise and adora- 


tion to Jesus in the Most Blessed Sacrament of the Altar, now and 
forever.”’ 





“One More Door... and Heaven” 


Friends from Wisconsin wrote: ‘‘We reached home all right from 
Mundelein. We had much to be thankful for... The day was beau- 
tiful, an ideal day. Our dear good God surely heard and answered your 
good and pious prayers, and it surely was a heavenly sight. How 
sweet it was of you to send me the invitation. I heartily thank you. 
I appreciate it more than words can tell. We all enjoyed it so much. 
The elderly lady who was with me has just lately become a convert. 
She said it looked to her as though there was one more door to open, 
and heaven was there; and really it did seem like that! It was truly 
a heavenly sight for all, and it is surely a holy spot... Later, I will 
try to send a little offering to help pay the debt on this worthy new 
Church.”’ 


“Long to be Remembered” 


“I want to thank you with all my heart for giving me the privilege 
of being your guest at the Dedication of your wonderful Adoration 
Church. What a holy and beautiful sight, long to be remembered! 
How you dear Sisters must feel after such a great accomplishment — 
and your wonderful dinner and beautifully decorated dining rooms! 
(It is only through the sacrifices of our generous, faithful and beloved 
benefactors that the achievement was possible! God bless: them!) — 
Sisters, it was all beautiful and the service we poor sinners received 
was wonderful. I trust God will turn the tide for some of us and give 
us a chance to show how much we appreciate your kindness and labor. 
I have a small amount of old gold which might be used for a taber- 
nacle key.’”’ — (This dear friend gave a golden key for the tabernacle 





Interior of Perpetual Adoration Church, Mundelein, Dlinois 
showing the Benedictine Sisters in Adoration 


“This beautiful church, this shrine of the Blessed Sacrament, this sanctuary of 
uninterrupted prayer, stands here as a perpetual monument and memorial of the first 
great Eucharistic Congress in this land. The shadow of the sanctuary apse... falls 
almost on the spot on the roadway, along which the Eucharistic King was borne in 
triumph by the Vicar of Christ himself through his legate. May this sanctuary of 
God's perpetual praise on earth... be a spiritual power, radiating from the Sacred 
Host the influence of God's grace and God's help...” 

— His Eminence George Cardinal Mundelein 
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at Clyde many years ago... Thus has she helped toward the erection 
of two Eucharistic sanctuaries.) 


A friend who could not attend, wrote: “Thank you very much 
for sending me the invitation for the exercises. I heard they were 
marvelous — nothing ever like them before!”’ 


“What a Consolation!”’ 


Another devoted benefactor assured us: “In spirit I was with you 
all at the beautiful services on October 2d, thanking our dear Lord 
for all His graces and goodness to us all; asking Him to bless you and 
to grant you His assistance in helping us to be able to cooperate with 
you. It may mean many sacrifices, but we shall do it for love of Him 
to the end, and shall one day find ourselves face to face in glory and 
bliss in heaven. What a consolation for us here on this earth to know 
that there is a great high Eucharistic Altar, though so far away, where 
devoted souls pray for weak ones of the world hour after hour! I 
firmly promise you I shall continue, according to my means, to send 
you a few crumbs to help along so that the indebtedness may be cleared 
in the near future. Enclosed you will find an offering, with my thanks 
anew for this GOLDEN Opportunity. . .’’ 

Even in the midst of the depression, God seemed to desire 
this Shrine to impress upon us that we must turn to Him, really 
and truly living in our midst under the Eucharistic Veils. He 
would bring us to His feet; He, the Master of our weal or woe. 
Long has there been a depression toward God in the hearts of 
His people: now there must be a returning to Him in the Holy 
Eucharist. There has scarcely been a time when men and women 
needed spiritual strength more than now. Oh, let us hasten to 
draw life, love, peace, happiness, help and succor from Jesus 
our Savior in the Holy Eucharist! 


Remember Jesus by Remembering Your Friends 


Complying with numerous requests, we have arranged to 
continue accepting names to place beneath the monstrance at the 
Perpetual Adoration Church, Mundelein, Illinois. Those whose 
names rest at this holy spot participate in the unceasing prayers 
of the Sisters before Jesus exposed here day and night in the 
Blessed Sacrament. What a precious Christmas gift for your 
friends would be the assurance that you have placed their names 
beneath the throne of the Divine Babe of Bethlehem who will 
find His new manger in the Mundelein monstrance this Christmas 
night! (An offering of twenty-five cents is usually given with 
each name, —a gift of love for the King of Love, — to help 
defray the indebtedness of the Perpetual Adoration Church.) 

Another privilege highly appreciated is that of having one’s 
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name inscribed in the “Golden Book." This book rests very 
near the monstrance as a constant, powerful petition to the 
Savior’s loving Heart. Those whose names have been entered 
in this Book have a share in all the Holy Masses, Holy Com- 
munions and spiritual works of the Sisters at Clyde, and Munde- 
lein, as well as in their unceasing adorations. Such is the expres- 
sion of gratitude toward those who make the sacrifice of an 
offering for our Lord's Eucharistic shrine (usually ten dollars). 
During this season we shall offer a symbolic leaflet with the 
name of any one you wish inscribed in the “Golden Book,” or 
placed beneath the Exposition monstrance. This leaflet will 
explain to your friends the privilege of participating in so many 
spiritual treasures, and be the most precious Christmas gift you 
could present to them. 
Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
Or: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Mundelein, Illinois 





God Calls 


“Those who teach others to know and love Me, shall shine like 
stars for all eternity” (Dan. cxii. 3). 

The Olivetan-Benedictine Sisters are engaged in spreading the 
knowledge and love of God by teaching in Catholic schools, especially 
poor Mission Schools. They are also mindful of that other maxim of 
our Savior: ‘‘Whatever you do to the least of your brethren, you do 
to Me.” They nurse the sick in their hospital, where the harvest of 
souls is quite encouraging. 

The members of the community are engaged in all kinds of 
feminine occupations suitable to all grades of education. The rank 
of a Sister is decided by the time of her entering the Community. 
The cook and the laundress sit side by side with the “‘Degreed Teacher” 
and the “‘Registered Nurse.” 

For further information apply to: 

Mother Superior, Holy Angels’ Convent, Jonesboro, Arkansas 





Christmas Cards True to Their Hame 


G REETING cards are a very popular means of conveying one’s good 
wishes at Christmas. Designers are bestowing painstaking care on the 
production of attractive cards, yet their choice of subjects is often far removed 
from the Catholic ideal of the Christmas spirit. We are happy to offer to 
our friends a collection of Christmas and New Year greeting cards which 
are truly Catholic both in design and text. They bear appropriate verses 
and convey the true spirit of the Season. 
Set of 12 cards, each of different design, with envelopes, only 75¢. 
Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 














TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 265 


To Jesus Every Day* 


Visits to the Blessed Sacrament 


AF Jesus were in the Most Holy Eucharist only to immo- 
late Himself for us in Holy Mass or to be received by 
us in Holy Communion, then it would be sufficient for 
Him to be present at the moment of the Sacrifice or 
while He is being received by us, or carried to the sick, 
or taken from the tabernacle to bless the people. But we know 
that He remains in the Most Holy Eucharist continually, day and 
night, never departing so long as the Sacred Species are there. Why 
this continual presence? He desires to be visited by us, to receive 
our homage, to hear our prayers, to grant us His graces. Let us 
then visit Jesus! 

During the day we visit our relatives, our friends, our acquaint- 
ances. We converse with them, speak to them of our affairs, con- 
fide to them our troubles, unfold to them our plans, share with 
them our fears and our hopes. Why then do we not visit Jesus, 
the first, the truest, the most powerful of friends? Why do we 
not share with Him our plans in order to obtain His light and 
counsel? Why do we not lay before Him our needs, our hopes 
and our tribulations, in order to obtain comfort and strength? Why 
do we not let Him participate in our joys, thank Him for preparing 
them for us and implore the grace of avoiding excess in their en- 
joyment? Is He not always our Friend and our God? 

We go to a teacher for instruction, to a physician to be cured, 
to a wealthy man to obtain his support, to a lawyer for defense, 
to a person offended to obtain his pardon. And is Jesus not a 
Teacher who can instruct us, a Physician who can heal the wounds 
of our soul, an Advocate who can defend us, a munificent Bene- 
factor who can enrich us with His favors, a merciful God who will 
pardon our faults? 

One day Jesus appeared to St. John Berchmans with a wreath 
of roses. When the saint asked what might be the meaning of the 
roses, our Lord answered: “They signify the graces which I wish 
to dispense to those who come to. ask them of Me.” This is why 
Jesus remains day and night.in the Most Holy Eucharist. Have 
we no graces to ask of Him for ourselves, for our relatives, our 
family, our friends? Have we no need of graces for our soul, for 

*From the Italian “Ogni Giorno a Gesu” by Rev. Ferdinando 


Maccono, D.P.SS. For the English translation from the original Italian 
we are gratefully indebted to Rev. William Hayes, Corning, New York. 
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our body, for our temporal interests? Or are we perhaps not 
aware that Jesus, as St. Augustine says, has a greater desire to 
give us His graces than we have to receive them? 

If Jesus had decreed to be present in the church only once a 
month to hear our prayers, that would indeed have been something 
great. For where is the sovereign who wishes to or can admit all 
his subjects to an audience once a month? Now, if Jesus has 
willed to be so generous with us as to admit us to an audience at 
any moment we desire, why do we not go at least once a day? 

If an angel were to come to us and say: “Come quickly; Jesus 
is in such and such a place, in person and visible; He is waiting 
for you,” we would immediately run to the spot. Very well; Jesus 
is in the church every day and awaits us. By all means let us not 
neglect to visit Him. 


Example of Nicholas Tommaseo 
1802 — 1874 


Nicholas Tommaseo was one of those great men who know how 
to unite in themselves the most extraordinary gifts, any one of which 
would serve to immortalize a man. He won renown as a philosopher, 
a man of letters, a wise and impartial critic, an educator, and a 
politician. He possessed an adamant character, combined with the 
greatest integrity of life. He had such a capacity for work that 
every day he tired three secretaries. Besides publishing very many 
works, he collaborated on no less than twenty-two reviews, thirty-two 
political journals and fifty-five literary journals. He wrote while 
traveling, in the fields, in the garden, in the street, in an art gallery, 
and even while confined to bed by sickness; this spirit of activity 
he communicated also to those with whom he came into contact. 

And yet this man was profoundly pious. From time to time 
he interrupted his literary, philosophical and political studies to say 
some prayer, and to his familiars it seemed that he prayed constantly. 

Every day, even in his declining years when he needed the sup- 
port of a cane, he went alone to hear Holy Mass in a nearby church. 
It was a sight at once touching and edifying to see this old man, 
so severe of feature, but with a face radiating reverence and affection, 
his eyes now sightless, his beard flowing upon his breast, humbly 
and devoutly bend before God his pure brow which he knew how 
to raise bold and unperturbed before the powerful ones of this world. 

Strangers who visited Florence would wait for an opportunity 
to see him in church or on his walks, so that they might say when 
they had returned home: We have seen the great teacher, the “dis- 
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dainful Dalmatian,” the courageous citizen, the man profoundly 
Catholic, who openly practices his religion without human respect. 

May the example of Tommaseo, so edifying to his contemporaries, 
be for us, too, an encouragement to a heartfelt and open devotion 
to God and the august mysteries of our holy religion. May it lead 
us especially to honor Jesus, as he did, every day. 





Austrian Archduke’s Premonition 
before Christmas, 1913 


This incident in the life of the ill-fated Archduke Francis 
Ferdinand of Austria, occurred shortly before his last Christmas on 
earth. It indicates that the Archduke had a premonition of the terrible 
fate that awaited him. Six months later his death at the hands of 
assassins in Sarajevo plunged the entire world into war. 


N a day in December, 1913, just before Christmas — the 
last Christmas he was destined to know — the Archduke 
Francis Ferdinand, heir-apparent to the Hapsburg throne, 
summoned his nephew, Archduke Charles, later Emperor 
of Austria, to his Vienna residence and handed him a 
sealed parcel with the request that it should not be opened 
until after his death. 

The parcel, Francis Ferdinand explained, contained a last wish 
that certain things be done in the event that he should be prevented by 
death from ascending the throne. He insisted that the young Arch- 
duke preserve the parcel and promise to act according to the provisions 
of its contents. 

Half a year later the Archduke Francis Ferdinand lost his life at 
the hands of assassins at Sarajevo. And two and a half years later, 
on the death of Emperor Francis Joseph, Archduke Charles received 
the crown which a tragic fate had withheld from his uncle. The 
young Emperor Charles then opened the parcel and found that it con- 
tained two cases, one with the insignia of the Order of Leopold and 
the other with that of the Order of the Iron Cross. 

An accompanying letter directed that the Order of Leopold be 
conferred as a sign of Francis Ferdinand’s gratitude, on his teacher 
and friend, Bishop Joseph von Lanyi, and the Order of the Iron Cross 
on the former Hungarian deputy, George von Linder, who had served 
the Archduke faithfully tor many years as a political adviser in Hun- 
garian matters. 





Wished to Proclaim Gratitude 


The letter of the slain Archduke explained that, as merely suc- 
cessor to the throne, he had not been able to proclaim his gratitude 
to the two men. His wishes were carried out by the Emperor Charles. 

With tears in his eyes, George von Linder told of this message 
from the grave of the murdered Archduke. It was also learned from 
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the lips of the late Bishop von Lanyi himself, who died September 
28, 1930. / 

From the days of the late Austro-Hungarian Monarchy date some 
personal recollections which may not be so worthless to the historian, 
and which associate me with that interesting figure of the Hungarian 
episcopate, Bishop Joseph von Lanyi. I still see before me the slim 
young priest with the clear kind eyes who in 1900 was called to the 
court of Archduke Francis Ferdinand to serve him as teacher of the 
Hungarian language. Who had then thought that the humble priest, 
who had the character of a quiet scholar, would be designated to play 
an important part among the entourage of the Archduke! 

His piety and the high standard of his heart and mind soon won 
for him the confidence and sincere love of the imperial Prince and 
his consort. From a teacher he became the intimate friend of the 
Archduke. This relation continued to exist until 1906, when Joseph 
von Lanyi terminated his office at the court of the successor to the 
throne and was consecrated Brevet Bishop of Tinium. 

Up to the time of his tragic death, the Archduke carried on a close 
correspondence with the pious prelate, who was never allowed to fail 
to be Francis Ferdinand’s guest whenever he happened to come to 
Vienna. He was the Archduke’s adviser in all matters concerning the 
religious problems of the monarchy. Often, too, serious political prob- 
lems affecting the future of the monarchy were discussed. There were 
few persons who were on such intimate terms with the prince as was 
Bishop Lanyi. 

Remarkable Dream of Bishop 


On frequent occasions the present writer had the opportunity of 
observing the deep regard which the two men, obviously so different 
in character and profession, felt for one another. 

Strange, indeed, was the occurrence that announced the death 
of his royal friend to Bishop von Lanyi; strange, but thoroughly 
authenticated by documentary proof. Shortly before death, Bishop 
von Lanyi related it thus to a circle of friends: — 

“On June 28, 1914, I awoke at 3:30 in the morning from a 
nightmare. I dreamt that early in the morning I went to my desk 
to look at the mail that had arrived for me. On top of the parcel 
of letters and papers lay a black-covered envelope with a black 
seal and the arms of Archduke Francis Ferdinand. At the first 
glance I recognized his writing, and in great excitement, I opened 
the letter and saw at the top of the notepaper a picture printed 
in blue color. It showed a crowded street through which the suc- 
cessor to the throne and his consort were riding in an automobile. 
Opposite them sat a general and by the side of the chauffeur an- 
other officer. From among the crowd lining the street rushed two 
young men and fired a number of shots at the motor car. Below 
this picture I saw in my dream the text of a letter which was 
still clear before my eyes when I awoke. It read: — 

“Your Grace. 

“Dear Dr. Lanyi. 

“I inform you that today in Sarajevo I fall together with my 
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wife the victim of a political assassination. We recommend our- 
selves to your pious prayers and Holy Masses, and beg of you that 
you will in future be as devoted in love and fidelity to our poor 
children as heretofore. Cordial greetings. 
“Yours, 
Archduke Francis. 
“Sarajevo, June 28, 1914, 3:30 A.M. 


Made Sketch of Scene 


“Immediately I awoke and, trembling all over, jumped out of 
my bed. I looked at the clock and found that it was exactly 3:30. 
Directly I went to my desk and wrote down what I had seen and 
read in my dream. I also made a rough sketch of the situation 
such as I had seen it in that dream. 

“On the same morning my servant entered the study at 5:30 
while I was telling my beads. I must have looked rather pale for 
he asked me whether I was ill. I replied: ‘Go at once and call 
my mother and our guest, as I want to say Mass for Their High- 
nesses. I had a bad dream about them.’ My mother and our guest 
came at a quarter to seven and I told them and the servants my 
dream; then we went to the chapel where I celebrated Mass. 

“In the course of the forenoon of June 28th I had the notes 
I had made in the morning signed by two witnesses and then I 
wrote a letter to my brother, Father Edward von Lanyi, S.J., de- 
scribing the dream and enclosing a sketch of what I had seen. 
The day passed in excitement and anxiety till at 3:30 P.M. a tele- 
gram from Vienna brought me the terrible news that Their High- 
nesses had been assassinated at Sarajevo on that day. The sketch 
I had made fully corresponded with the photograph appearing in 
the press a few days later....”’ 

This is what was related by the late Bishop, a conscientious 
man of science. Some of the witnesses of his experience are still 
living. 





——— 


for Christmas—12 Gifts in One — $1.00 


One of the most acceptable gifts for Christmas would be a year's 
subscription to our Eucharistic Magazine, ‘Tabernacle and Purgatory,” 
a gift new each month of the year. This magazine has won the hearts 
of countless readers by its elevating articles on the Blessed Sacrament, 
the Blessed Virgin Mary, the Poor Souls, and other interesting and 
instructive subjects, its refreshing stories and beautiful pictures. Many 
also testify that it has proved an invaluable source of consolation to 
them in times of trouble and sorrow. 

An attractive card announcing the gift will be enclosed with the 
Christmas number, which will be mailed as near the feast as possible. 
Subscription price per year, $1.00; Canada, Ireland and England, $1.25. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Unwise Economy 





passing through at present, the last economy people ought 
to practice is that which would cut off the source of their 
spiritual strength — namely, to cancel their subscriptions 
to Catholic periodicals. It is true, the needs of the body 
are insistent, and when starvation is at the door, the household budget 
must exclude all that is not “strictly necessary.” Yet the needs of 
the soul are just as insistent, though we are apt to overlook them 
because they are not palpable to the senses. The soul needs food as 
well as the body, and therefore one or more good Catholic periodicals 
in the home should not be regarded as a luxury, but rather as a 
necessity. 


™ 


ey N times of depression and despondency such as we are 
> 
° 
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One of our dear subscribers writes: ‘‘Even if I have to deny myself 
everything, one thing I am going to have because my soul needs it, 
and that is ‘Tabernacle and Purgatory.’ Therefore you will find en- 
closed money order for my renewal for the next year.”’ 


Another writes: “I am enclosing herewith the money to renew 
my subscription. It is a great sacrifice for me to send this money, 
but as my aunt cannot afford to renew it now, I shall do so for her 
because I like to read your book too. We exchange our Catholic publi- 
cations, as we both get all we can afford to take, and some are rather 
expensive. It is nice to find you have a reasonable book that does 
twice as much spiritual good. I have only found one other work as 
good, and we get about twenty books.” 

And another: ‘“‘I am sending you $1.00 to pay for ‘Tabernacle and 
Purgatory’ for the year. I cannot part withit. It has been my guide. 
I have learned from it so many things I did not know. It has taught 
me to pray and how to pray. It has shown me my faults. Oh, you 
cannot know what good it has done! Wish everyone could read it.” 


We would urge our dear readers not to cancel their subscription 
to “Tabernacle and Purgatory” because of lack of funds to renew it 
at the date of expiration. If you will but write us and mention this 
fact, we shall be glad to continue sending the magazine to you and 
you can send remittance when you are able to do so. 

Let each subscriber try to interest just one other person as a 
Christmas gift to. the Divine Christ Child. It will bring life and hope 
into many a sorrowful home, for it will bring the love of the Holy 
Eucharist. 

Subscription price yer year, $1.00; Canada, Ireland and England, 
$1.25. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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The Poor Souls Derive Comfort from Holy Mass 





HAT the holy Sacrifice of the Mass is the most powerful 
means to secure the release of the poor souls from pur- 
gatory was solemnly declared by the Council of Trent 
at its twenty-fifth session. And the fathers of the Church 
speak in most beautiful terms about this consoling truth. 

Holy Mass is the unbloody Sacrifice of the Body and Blood of Jesus 

Christ, offered to God for the living and the dead through the ministry 

of His priests. As on the Cross, so on the altar does the Precious 

Blood plead for mercy and forgive- 

ness. After the Consecration, the 

priest, in the name of the Divine 

Victim, prays for the departed mem- 

bers of the Church. This it is that 

renders the Holy Mass such an effi- 
cacious means wherewith to help the 
poor souls, either by having the 

Holy Sacrifice offered up for them, 

or by assisting at its celebration. 

St. John Chrysostom exhorts the 

Christians to succor the faithful de- 
parted, not by shedding many tears, 
but with prayers, alms, and the 
Holy Mysteries, telling us that it is 
not in vain that at the celebration 
of the Divine Sacrifice we pray the 
Lamb of God, who taketh away the 
sins of the world, to give eternal 
rest unto our brethren. Nor does 
our most holy Redeemer turn a 
deaf ear to him who stands at 
the altar and celebrates the awful 

Mysteries. 








“My Ransom, 
The Poor Souls are relieved when the the Sacred Host...” 
Precious Blood flows mystically $ 
upon the altar in Holy Mass. In the monastery of -Clairvaux, 


of which St. Bernard was the 
superior, there lived a monk who was very careless and indifferent 
in observing the rules of the Order. He disliked retirement and soli- 
tude, and spent a great part of his time outside the monastery. He 
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died, and his funeral took place, accompanied with the usual rites 
and ceremonies. 

The following night the soul of the deceased appeared to an aged 
and very holy monk of the Order, and in most piteous terms gave 
an appalling description of the torments he was suffering for his 
many sins and omissions, for which unfortunately he had done so 
little penance. When the good old father had recovered from his 
astonishment he hastened to tell St. Bernard of his vision. The saint 
assembled all the religious, told them what had happened, exhorted 
them to be faithful in little things, and to watch and pray in order 
not to fall into the snares of the devil. Lastly, he begged them all 
to pray, fast, and offer up mortifications, and especially to offer up 
the Holy Sacrifice, for the soul of their departed brother. 

A few days later, the deceased again appeared to the aged 
father, but no longer with a sad countenance. On the contrary, his 
robes were of a dazzling whiteness, and his face was radiant with 
heavenly bliss. With deep gratitude he thanked for the speedy assist- 
ance which had been offered him by his brethren, adding that, thanks 
to the infinite mercy of God and their charity, he was released from 
the torments of purgatory much sooner than he would have been 
otherwise. 

Upon the father’s asking what had contributed most to his speedy 
deliverance, he took him by the hand and led him to the chapel where 
Mass was being celebrated, and said: “Behold my ransom, the Sacred 
Host, which taketh away the sins of the world. Only the most hardened 
heart can withstand Its power.” 

This vision was a new proof to the sons of St. Bernard of the 
eficacy of the Holy Sacrifice in assisting the souls in purgatory. 

St. Jerome and St. Gregory say that the souls for whom a 
Holy Mass is being said, and those for whom the priest makes a 
memento, experience no pain during the time of the Sacrifice. Great 
refreshment is afforded the suffering souls if the Precious Blood is 
offered for their relief. 
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To Present to Your Friends 


1d Given for NEW Subscriptions to 
ye “Tabernacle and Purgatory” 
24 (Please mention premium desired) 
30 

is For 1 NEW Subscription 

it Little Devotions to the Holy Infant 
d Jesus: 64-page paper-bound booklet. 


Contains reflections, inspiring prayers 
T and aspirations unsurpassed in charm 
and beauty. OR: — 

P Angel Gabriel Adoring at the Crib: 
Charming picture by Brother Max 


d Schmalzl. In photo-tone, 20x16 in. 
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. 3 Aluminum Jubilee Medals of St. 


Benedict. (Explanatory leaflet will 
accompany them.) 


chain. 





For 4 NEW Subscriptions 


Joy in God: Hand-bound “Vest 
Pocket Manual” in small print: 269 
pages, leather binding, gilt edge. OR: 


Jesus in the Hearts of Little Chil- 
dren: Bound either in black pin 
American Seal, Morocco grain leath- 
er, red under gold edge, or in white 
seal grain imitation leather. 








procure three new subscriptions. 
Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children: Child’s 
complete prayer-book. 
binding; black, white, blue or rose. 
A 6-in. Ivorite Statue of St. Jude, the great 
helper in great need. 
8 inch for 7 new subscriptions 
12 inch for 15 new subscriptions 





For 2 NEW Subscriptions 


Standing Picture of Our Blessed 
Mother with Infant, in photo-tone, 
covered with celluloid. Size 4%x 
6% in. May also be hung on the 
wall. OR: — 

St. Christopher Auto Medal, oxi- 
dized. OR: — 

Sacred Heart Shield, of French 
gray metal. 3% x3% in. Will bring 
a blessing on the home. 


For 3 NEW Subscriptions 


Black genuine cocoa Rosary. A handsome, 
practical pair of beads on a durable silver-plated 
This is a special value for our friends who 


OR: — 


Durable cloth 
OR: — 


160 pages. 


For 5 NEW Subscriptions 


Real Ebony Crucifix, imported. Ar- 
tistic oxidized corpus. Beveled edges. 
Light in weight; can easily be held 
by a sick person, or may be hung on 
the wall. Size 7% in. OR: — 

The Golden Book: A _ complete 
prayer-book of the Blessed Virgin. 
Bound in American Morocco leather, 
red burnished edge, stamped in gold 
on front and backbone of cover. 3% 
x5% in. 
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